He knew Eliot at Harvard 


& who knew who 
@ OSU? 


1 guy @ UConn 
admonished me 
to never wash 


my hands post 
pee. Pissed then 
on the faucet, 


informing all 
my senses in 
the matter. He 


didn’t know 
Eliot at Harvard. 


Precious 


few 
did. 


And do. 0 
& don’t they? 


Married Awhile 


And yet mistake the figure 
materializing from out fog- 
gy rain. Night-out spans 


a beat then. Creme 
caramel might be off 


greeting your turn at 
dessert. Perhaps had 
you chosen quicker, 


as have others in 
parallel vapors? 


aiken Through that window—all else being extinct 
Except itself and me—I saw the struggle 


Of darkness against darkness. Within the room 
It turned and turned, dived downward. Then I saw 
How order might—if chaos wished—become: 
And saw the darkness crush upon itself, 
Contracting powerfully; it was as if 
It killed itself, slowly: and with much pain. 
Pain. The scene was pain, and nothing but pain. 
What else, when chaos draws all forces inward 
To shape a single leaf? .. . 
For the leaf came 
Alone and shining in the empty room; 
After a while the twig shot downward from it; 
And from the twig a bough; and then the trunk, 
Massive and coarse; and last the one black root. 
The black root cracked the walls. Boughs burst 
the window: 

The great tree took possession. 

Tree of trees! 
Remember (when time comes) how chaos died 
To shape the shining leaf. Then turn, have courage, 
Wrap arms and roots together, be convulsed 
With grief, and bring back chaos out of shape. 
I will be watching then as I watch now. 
I will praise darkness now, but then the leaf. 


Sick, the Fog-World 


What did you say? 
If that’s you. 


My duty is potions 
now. They may help 


but fail to bop 
the vagueness. When 


mists roll further in 
I’ll drop off. How 


many such remain? Till, 
as in some films, an 
Angel fumbled on 


in vapor thigh-deep 


aims a bright wing? 
Those knowing us raw 
weigh temper- 
ament. May 
check stick 


or cut 
even past 


the last 
straw 


man 
or woman. 


